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was present with me to-day, as I went homewards
in the westering light, with the shadows of house
and tree lengthening across the grass in the still
afternoon.
Heroes, I said ? Well, I will not here speak of
Rossetti, though his impassioned heart and way-
ward dreams were made holy, I think, through
suffering : he has purged his fault. But I cannot
deny the name of hero to Morris. Let me put into
words what was happening to him at the very
time at which he had made this sweet place his
home. He had already done as much in those
early years as many men do in a lifetime. He
had written great poems, he had loved and wedded,
he had made abundant friends, his wealth was
growing fast ; he loved every detail of his work,
designing, weaving, dyeing ; he had a band of
devoted workers and craftsmen under him. He
could defy the world ; he cared nothing at all for
society or honours. He had magnificent vitality,
a physique which afforded him every kind of
wholesome momentary enjoyment.
In the middle of all this happy activity a cloud
came over his mind, blotting out the sunshine.
Partly, perhaps, private sorrows had something
to do with it; partly, perhaps, a weakening of
physical fibre, after a life of enormous productivity
and restless energy, made itself felt. But these
were only incidental causes. What began to
weigh upon him was the thought of all the toiling